Aye, you are proud in love, aye, you refuse me
most gracious, knowing that refusals whet
the sweet desires whereby you confuse me
deeper, ensnared already, in your net.
And if distraught by passion that pursues me
I dare against your hand my lips to set,
you draw it back, and, as abashed, accuse me
of stealing what you never granted yet.
But idle to complain of your fond rigour
or of your letters tyrannously kind,
when love and I conspire with your art
to make of every word a jewelled dagger,
whose sugared point doth venomously find
new ways to mortify my wounded heart*